
Depth

i wish
  i can see myself as you see me too
  i can feel my life
  i can know my future
  i can leave the wrong and embrace the true

but they
  do not owe me as i can too much
  do not feel my strife
  do not know my butcher
  do not grasp my aging glitch

understood
  i would keep all the emerald leaves
  i would feel my death
  i would through my torture
  i would weave trails that i believe

i won't
  i can't treat bloodless wounds
  i can't feel my breath
  i can't know what's left
  or i would only know ... only you
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